'PRETTY SHARP"
coction is to be acid, with an additional relish ,of unexpectedness: a note a la surprise. He knows that this omelette, his masterpiece, means an Ultimatum to Europe. His old Emperor, too, sees clearly. After reading the Ultimatum he says to Bilinski: "Russia cannot accept this. . . , // is no use shutting one's eyes; 'this means a big warln
The Serbs are to read it on Thursday evening, after nearly a month's whispering has made both countries nervous and their Presses hysterical. Two days earlier, the German Ambassador in Vienna has the document in his hands at last. Is he not shocked ? Does he not hurry to the telephone, report fully to his chiefs in Berlin, and ask authority to prevent its being despatched in th§ form?
He does not even telegraph it, it. is really too long to encode. In any ca3e, the Austrians will pass it on tomorrow, and one might "compromise one's cypher" by sending in it a document that the whole world is going to read so soon.                                                     .
So the decisive twenty-four hours are wasted. It is only on the following afternoon that the old Hungarian Count in Berlin, having obviously been recommended by his chief in Vienna to delay till the last moment, brings the paper to the German Secretary of State, Now Jagow, who knew only that the blank cheque was being filled in, but not for how much, sees the total that the Kaiser had guaranteed in the dark, a fortnight previously, without asking advice. He says anxiously: "That's pretty sharp!" Thereupon the old Count answers with these classic words: "frell, there's nothing more to be done about it. To-morrow morning it will be handed in at Belgrade in that form!"
'Well, there's nothing more to be done,' thinks Jagow. 'Nothing more,' thinks Bethmann, whose tongue not even the Viennese pepper can loosen. Do they not realise that the old Hungarian is lying to them, even on the point of the hour of presentation ? And even
59 it together; the Frenchman must be on the high seas when he gets the message. Count Berchtold's con-ied guess at Austria's
